THE STEAM HOUSE.

the table of paramount importance, most unreasonably
despising the tigers and other beasts Fox talked to him
about
Disdainfully shrugging his shoulders he would ask, " Are
they good to eat ? "
In the evening we fixed our camp beneath the shelter of
a group of enormous banyans.
The night was as tranquil as the day had been calm.
No roars or bowlings of wild animals broke the silence.
The snorting of Behemoth himself was stilled.
When the camp-fires were extinguished, Banks, to please
the captain, refrained from connecting the electric curren
by which  the  elephant's  eyes would have become two
powerful lamps.   But nothing came of it.    It was the same
the two following nights.   Hood was getting desperate.
" What can have happened to my kingdom of Oude ? "
repeated the captain. " It has been translated ! There are
no more tigers here than in the lowlands of Scotland ! "
* Perhaps there may have been ' battues ' here lately,"
suggested Colonel Munro. " The animals may have emi-
grated en masse. But cheer up, my friend, and wait till
we reach the foot of the mountains of Nepaul You will
find scope for your hunting instincts there ! "
" It is devoutly to be hoped it may be so, colonel," re-
plied Hood, sadly shaking his head. " Otherwise we may
as well re- cast our balls, and make small shot of them V